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Frozen Down 


Author's Notes: 
First Metallica fic, from a long time ago.. 


Lars is already awake when the mattress dips and sheets move. The cold air raises goosebumps on his arms 
for the seconds it filters in. He doesn't say anything. The blanket flutters back on his side, and there's a warm 
body behind him now. 


He stares at the blackened wall and sees black ice. 

After a whole day of auditions, a whole day of trying not to wince at every deep note, a whole day of 
wondering if they're going to be alright, of wondering if James is going to get in his bed again tonight, he's 
pretty certain about it. He's fucking exhausted, and the redhead kid is the one. He knows all of their shit. He's 


eager. He's almost starstruck. 


He's nothing like Cliff. 


Lars runs his fingers down the wall, and the ice seems to melt. They reach the mattress and die, curling up. 


The warm body slides closer, bedsprings whining, until warm breath tickles his neck even through his hair. A 
bigger hand joins his, intertwines their fingers. It asks to be squeezed back. 


The breathing on his neck gets shaky. "Lars?" 


James's hand tightens again. A chest presses against his back. Hesitant lips touch his neck and stay there. 
James says, "you're not sleeping yet," and they move against his skin. Kiss his skin. "Lars..." 


"Mm." He leans into James's warmth. Heart beating. Alive. 

"You're cold." 

"Warm me up." 

A pause. "Sure sounds like you're fucking looking forward to it" James backs away a bit. 

‘Im tired. Fuck" He lets James's hand go to rub his eyes. There's barely any difference between the darkness 
of the room and the one behind his eyelids. And a resigned sigh in his hair. The bedsprings whine again. The 
warmth is almost gone. 

"We can just sleep," Lars says quickly, turning his head. "Stay." 

James mumbles something, and is back against him. 

A long leg wriggles between his. 

Lars's eyelids drop. 

Then James speaks again. "You're thinking about Cliff" 

"You're not?" Today was all about him and replacing him. And finding some place where to put (hide) the 
various items Cliff's mom had given Lars. He would have wanted you to have that, she said We know about.. The 
clothes were clean and neatly folded in his hands, and that smell of smoke Lars would breathe in was gone. No, 
they didn't know about everything. We're not in 1985 anymore. And what was born again sometime during 


spring 1986 died even before slipping on ice. Lars killed it himself. James stomped on it. 


He grabs James's arm to wrap it more tightly around himself. And James finally whispers back, "I'd rather 


think about you." 


Lars's heavy heart bangs against his ribcage. 


He tries to turn and face James, sheets twisting around him and shackling him to the bed He doesn't need to 
see to find James's lips and press against them until the need to stay alive and breathe makes him pull away. 
His hips push forward. 

James's hands trail down his back to his butt and squeeze. "Thought you were tired” 


Lars kisses him again, after a false start on his chin. Tongues meet lazily. James always tastes the same. 


"Whatever." 


There are some things he needs to stop thinking about.. 


